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DESCRIPTIONS 


Light fills space 
in the room 

the way juice 
fills an orange 


Voices in the street 
and wind, the wind 
inside the trees 
struggling to get free 


Powers are leaked 
into the moment 
drop by drop, 
gathering 


In a room 

I am listening 
I am watching, 
attempting 


Crystal of light 
outside 

shifts though 

the streaming trees 


Enormous infinite 
light forms 

balanced on this paper 
near my hand 


Dry burning time 
the afternoon, 
the day is yellow 
hot and still 


Grass is burlap 
colored 

on the hill 

past the dust road 


The sun is 
acclaimed 

by the trees 

that reach up for it 


The moon 

is a tablet 
dropped 

in a dark glass 


Star effervescence, 
bright wafer 
dissolving in 
a haze of blue light 


On what night 
will it finally 
vanish in 

the infinite water? 


Night breeze 

is oak leaves 

and the elderberry’s 
shadows 


Moon puddles 
in the room, 
surfaces so still 
in the wind 


It is getting 
colder 

night by night 
and brighter 


Leaves on the trees 
open their 

eyes under 

the moon 


I am thinking 
that each one 
of them 

can see me 


I get up 

to lower 

the curtain 

on night’s audience 


The tree line 

is dark 

in the spreading 
wake of the sun 


Hills lie 
exposed 

like shore rocks, 
streets are bare 


Earth is drawn 
onward by the sun 
moving forward 
like a boat 


People walk 
through light 
almost silent, 
eyes squinting 


In the red, 

in the orange 
and gold 

light abundance 


Limitless morning 
opening 
everywhere 

in front of them 


Golden light 

is tinted already 
though 

with time 


Copper light 
slanting 
across 
building sides 


Buildings 

have lost their edges 
like sugar cubes 

in red tea 


Where are you 
walking 

in the morning 
in the morning 


The day 

is hidden 
inside the sun, 
the day 


The sun 

is hidden 
inside the hill, 
the sun 


What is the sound 
I hear in the 

blue sky, 

it is not the sky 


What is the sound 

I can feel 

in the moving trees, 
it is not the trees 


What is the sound 

I can know 

inside my thought, 
it is not my thought 


Nine a. m. 
and here I am 
again again, 
at nine a. m. 


Newspaper surf 
splashes 

the building side, 
washes back 


Puddle of print 

on the pavement 
stepped around 

by morning’s shoes 


Evening makes 

the room lilac 

and then rusty 

but the window shines 


The sky is veiled 
with light 

that’s pulled down 
slowly 


And then stars 
are left, 

they are all 
that is left 


I reveal the world 
to you now 

in this moment, 
light running 


I disclose 
the voices 
of this instant, 
light is frozen 


I give back 

the curvature 

of the earth 

where light is broken 


White curtains 

let down their 
blond hair, 

the light’s shower 


And outside 

the day is huge, 

the sounds 
vibrating, rumbling 


But inside 

how so much 
smaller and 

so much quieter 


Breathing as 
I walk along 
into the sun, 
a kind of ledge 


Quickening 
my pace -- 

and yet why? -- 
I step up to it 


At some point 
somewhere 

I will 

step through 


Stars poured down 
like sand into 

a well some 
drifting in the air 


Some fallen 
already 

far beneath us 
somewhere 


Points particles 
sharp grains 
falling through us 
everywhere 


The moon slips 
through the branches 
like a knife 

through veins 


Ragged leaves 
are severed, 
they are hanging 
bandages 


The moon 

is the pupil 

of an eye 

stone dead staring 


Red leaves fall 
to the blue 
where the clouds 
slide past the sun 


Yellow leaves 

lie in water 

strewn like a garnish 
around the light 


And green leaves 
are a memory 

at the very edge 
of the sky 


Breathe the cold air 
so clear and bright, 
haze of sun smoke 
over the roof tops 


Trees are cupolas 

of red and gold yellow, 
breeze searches through, 
disturbing light 


How each breath 
goes down burning 
your chilled throat, 
how your face rings 


Water drips down 

from the apple boughs, 
branches are sea snakes 
in the depths of sun 


Reach me the apple 
golden, obscured 

on the branched glare 
I must touch its skin 


Grass is wet from rain, 
the cold showers 
through the night, 
long nights of sleep 


In the blue night 
I see the fir trees 
standing in 

their crevasses 


Darkness streams 
around them 

like sea water 
through sharks’ teeth 


Shadows 

on the snow 

are like the shark’s 
open gills 


Star-eating moon 
stalking through 
the trees clenches 
its jaws on a branch 


Biting down hard 

it sips the straw 

of a twig, sucks 

the tree up by its leaves 


Tree pulled upward 
and upward 

like the nerve 

from a tooth 


Owl moon eye 
bleeding its ink 
across the sky, 

dark clouds blotting it 


Owl moon eye 
draws the earth darkness 
up into the sky 
like the sun a sunflower 


I have begun, 

I have well begun -- 
down what moon-filled 
street to run? 


The roots of 

the maple tree 
black in the night 
with rain simmering 


Consider the strength 
of the tree, 

massive as a building, 
softly opening 


Silently breathing, 
multiplying, 

here and now a tree 
into many trees 


Drinking cold water 
from the street fountain 
in a night 

of aerosol rain 


I try to blow 

out the candle 
multiplied in the basin, 
its wick melted 


You come up 

beside me, there are 
two eye hollows now 
in steel water 


The bark of the tree 

is like a map 

for the fingertips, 

what routes are embossed? 


Such a densely 

woven text and 

its Braille explodes 
upward outward wildly 


Tracing it, it is 

a high tension 

power line a cliffa bull 
a bright storm coming 


Night’s music 

sings in 

the ear of time, 

the light stands humming 


It stands over 

the street, 

shower stall of ashes 
raining cigarettes 


Who is coming 

and who is going 

past the bank vault 

of the man hole cover? 


You and I 

are walking through 
the city 

in the morning 


In the evening 
skies flow out 
from the sun, 

bleeding time 


Black ink 

writes it away, 
darkness 

washes space clear 


High tree crown 
full of cloud shapes 
a pleated road 
leading upward 


I would walk it 
if I could 
straight up and 
into the blue 


All the way up 

the scratchy 

hand holds of bark 
into the air and sky 


Tree surging 

over the house, 

a chill wind 
building the clouds 


Light blinking 
under a gray 
sky -- is it 
still day? 


A gray green 

branch 

is torn down 

sliding across the driveway 


Moon veined 

like a fetus’ head -- 
orange moon, 
green moon 


Tree branches 

of cobalt 

and wire, root 
system of the sky 


Mouths of 
the lakes and 
streams are 
drinking it in 


I speak into 
the night of 
the many leaves, 
ply after ply 


Separate them 
with hands 

before the face 
in the moment 


The tree branches 
flooding 

around me, this 
wave of embrace 


Surging of space 
in the silence 

of the star 

coral reef 


Waters of the night sky 
blooming into 

bright fathoms, 

gems of blackness 


Sun depths 

so dazzling 
that they only 
look dark to us 


Sun over the roofs 
of the town 

in autumn, 

the high afternoon 


The tiles of green 
and beige, 

the black flashing 
around a chimney 


The brick of 

the chimney 

the creme colored lip 
the blue air 


Light spray 

through the 

window port hole, 

light spray down the wall 


I try to 

close it off 

with my hands but 
get it in my eye 


Iam a moon 
with one side 
all bright 

and one dark 


Leaves fall 

in the night 

filled with stone- 
colored moonlight 


The fur of 
the lynx 

of the possum 
is stark white 


It is like 

a dandelion puff 
in the moon’s 
cold breath 


The snow fills 
the night space 
like powder 
in a capsule 


Morphine snow -- 
chemical white 
of the 

dimmed street 


Black trees 

are scratched 

upon isinglass 

past a sunken road 


White gold field 
of sun flakes, 
hay is on fire 
invisibly 


The road edge 
is cracked 

in fragments -- 
they are black 


Oil slick 

of melting tar, 
blue sheen 

of the road’s face 


I walk on sticks 
and leaves 

and the white 
grass so cold 


Throw the day 
into my arms, 
I promise 

I will catch it 


Throw my shadow 
in the green ditch 
as I walk 

into the sun 


Rain into the stream, 
dashes turned 

to dots 

on the silver 


Blue is chased 
and goose bumps 
spread through 
a chalked slate 


Rain increases 

with white mist 
and space itself 
grows crowded 


Peach surface 
baize with red 
and yellow 
driven through 


Filling it 

as with blood, 
reddening it 
like a flush 


Fever of 

this peach 
that otherwise 
is so cool 


Gold and green 
fish dart 

through the field’s 
invisible sea 


The invisible sea 
sparkling and 
burning and then 
cooling like an ember 


Dust of grain 

of wheat and 

of hay, these are 

the names they have 


Wind is moving 
through the 

field, breaking it 
into many fields 


Wind is moving 
among the clouds, 
gathering them then 
sweeping them off 


Wind is moving 
through the 

sky, moving and yet 
it cannot be seen 


Water is running 

down the street’s face, 
it is braiding chevroned 
through the gutter 


How clean the air 

is how fresh 

and how chilly, I 

have my sweatshirt on 


Three green leaves 
and a yellow leaf 

slide in clear water 
past a piece of gum 


Rain falls through 
the green bandages, 
the veins under 

the tree’s skin shiver 


Cold rain running 

down the bones, 

but the tree fills its lungs 
up with wind 


O the torment 

and the excitement 

of this storm 

rushing through the earth 


Blue sky is 

full of winds 
and yet I cannot 
see them 


Are the winds 

full of the sky 

as well or 

full of something? 


What though 
would these winds 
be full of, what 
can it be? 


The white blinds 
are a grill 

for the day 

to burn on 


The white blinds 
are striped 

with a basket weave 
of shadows 


Enormous day, 
how little can ever 
be done to it, 

hold it, touch it 


A moon floats 

in black rain, 
which moon is it, 
is it yours or mine? 


Cold as white mist 

in the autumn morning, 
white as a coin 

under jelly-like water 


Sharp as a coin 

in your bleeding palm 

as you pick out the asphalt 
walking along 


Sun cap over 

the eye that’s 

shut in the hill, 

the field’s ear open 


Cap taken off -- 

the dazzling crown, 
clothes pushed aside 
for the angel’s face 


Swarming of birds 
and insects now, 
whispering bright rain 
falling through leaves 


Opening sky and 

I am standing here, 
creeping tide of light 
up the beach of stars 


What do you say, 
beyond the waves 
rising widening there 
in the sea’s throat? 


What do you say? 

I am looking and 

I am listening -- now, here -- 
on the waking shore 


See the leaves 

freckled with cold, 
thread bare frost stitching 
forsythia and green 


Lying there 

in the puddle 

or lying in the palm, 
how bright the sky is 


How great the horizon 
and the earth a single leaf, 
fire of all space -- 

still not quite ready 


Cold water in 

the palm of my hand, 
and the sky is 

there somewhere 


If I let it fall, 

the sky then too 
is gone as though 
in a single drop 


So I throw it 

toward the sun -- 

standing on the street, 

throw the sky toward the sun 


Shadows on the porch 
are guitar strings 
fretted by the moon, 
wind hollows the guitar 


Dogs carved of black stone 
asleep on the steps 

though the stones are awake, 
in their dreams they run 


A door in the trees 

is closing with a sound, 
inside the sound 
another door is closing 


The path has 

red dust and brown 
mixed together and 
Iam walking home 


Sun chews on 

the edge of 

trees and gathers 
the heat around me 


Day is a tunnel 

of light leading 

away into the clouds 
where II] walk tomorrow 


Sun fields braid 
with the trees 

tying and untying 
the green wind knot 


The coral reef 
of the shrubs is 
visited and left 
by the wind tides 


Footsteps of 

the invisible couriers 
chip away the faces 
of the seen and unseen 


October frost, 

the air is 

full of cold rain 
wet grass and trees 


In this way 

the fields come 
into my bedroom, 
come into my sleep 


I will dream 

of the cold skies 
shale clouds parting 
first touch of snow 


Blue clouds 

and a green moon 
veined with 

a beetle’s legs 


Snow will be 
coming to cover 
the black tree 
and the white 


How many horsemen 
asleep and yet not 

walk through snow drifts, 
green dust of the moon? 


A jaguar’s white skull 
smiles in the spider- 
web bullet holes 

set in the moon’s teeth 


Sand is through 

the needle’s eye 

the surgeon cut away 
right at birth 


Wine from these grapes 
pressed between your vices 
puddles in the moon’s eye 
full of ruinous light 


Walking and walking 
where my hands 

have walked before, 
where my knees touched 


Lifting and lifting 
through the wave 
of dirt the trees 
let down on me 


Rising, rising now 

into white suspicion, 

among the storming blood cells -- 
weightless, free 


Loaf of green leaves 
cut with a sun knife, 
wine of green leaves 
drawn through light's straw 


The wind’s pages 
skimmed through in 

the tree’s green book, 
searching for knowledge 


Moments hours ages 
are dripped into 

the honey’s glass bead 
of evening now 


A disc of sun 

inside the grass 

as I look across the field 
to sunset 


It is like a red 

needle poking through 
the brown fabric 

here and there 


Blue clouds and 
the gray sand 
dunes, gulls’ cries 
in the air 


Red shore 

and the lake foams 
green with an orange 
light across it 


Light is a grill, 
the lake is dusty 
coals setting with 
a fire underneath 


I can hear the fire 

in the water, 

I can hear the simmer 
under the waves 


I do not write 
about the winter, 
I like other times 
more than that 


I do not write 
about the dead -- 
I prefer the living, 
I prefer the lived 


Grass I have gathered 

thick in my hands 

from the hot mower and even 
its gasoline fumes 


Here are some apples 
that we picked 

the other day, 

that afternoon so cold 


Grandmother came 
with us in her old 
green coat like 

a scrap of rug 


She stood there 

near the car 

as we picked, and the day 
flashed bright on her glasses 


Windows go up 
step by step 

into the blue, 

a plum gray stone 


Brass colored 
gratings with 
water shining panes 
dipped in by leaves 


Who lives up there 

you wonder 

in that nice little room, 
and then what’s beyond? 


The street’s a well 

of leaves of all 

colors, a leaf pond 

with poles rising through 


How many days 

it rains into 

the crowded pond until 
drain pipes overflow 


Far down in the weeds 
are the flashing fish 
and a small light, 

red or green 


Bells ring in the 
leaf crown 

with rain tapping 
my umbrella 


Sound of the 
wet air so chilly 
and the scent of 
grass and bark 


A moment is 

sounding now 

to be taken in 

right through my pores 


Late spring night of 
cold rain black mud 
of the garden 

in my hands 


Entrails of the earth 
writhing pink in 

a plume of light 

that sweeps the ground 


I gather the underworld 
into my jar 

where mud caked leaves 
are stirring slightly 


Wine barrels are 

left outside in the yard, 
white frost is 

bright and smoking 


The water inside 

is heavy, the sides 
resonate silently 
when they’re tapped 


Faces hands shoulders 
and suns float through 
the blue with some 
quite spineless leaves 


October afternoon, 
how many times 

I have written and 
spoken of you 


Nonetheless again -- 

and I can’t resist 

the movement of these trees 
streaming upward 


This fountain of 

limbs and branches 

and bright leaves up into 
the pouring sun 


Stars are the 

end points of 
geometric figures, 
salt crystals of space 


Enormous and invisible 
crystals pouring down 
past the earth 

and through the earth 


What parts, what 

edges of these figures 
pass through my thoughts, 
become my thoughts? 


Dawn sky is plum 
colored and orange 
and the hills are 
red like tea 


Small sun hooks 

are set into the leaves, 
though grass and windows 
are not sparkling yet 


Rising higher, 

the sun will pull 
everything right up 
out of the night’s lake 


Morning sun is an orange 
falling apart into 

flower petals of light 

on rivers and buildings 


Noon sun is the burning 
yoke of the sky, 

the shell of space is 
cracking wide open 


Evening sun is a 
smoldering cigarette end 
held in the notched lip 
of the hill’s ash tray 


The evening air 

is printed over 

with faces with hands 
and filled with voices 


They are small voices, 
they are loud 

voices as well and 
there are so many 


And light goes away 
tuning the air 

to a different chorus, 
to unheard of stations 


The aquarium lights 
of the street are 
turned on now with 
their copper streaming 


Buildings now in 
luminous dim water 
are still facades where 
shadows move across 


Longer shadows will 
stripe them and leave, 
secrets of night's pockets 
that open and close 


The green drum 
of the moon 

is silent in 

the pine tree 


The white drum 
of the moon 

taps and taps 

as I pass through 


The blue tambourine 

is rattling in the 

valley — yes, it is shaking 
the small black leaves 


There is a woman 
walking through sand 
toward me from 

out of the sun 


Open your arms 
to gather the 
spray of light 
under them 


Open your eyes 

you must see me, 
you must see me 
where I’m going 


Beauty of women, 
this one fact 

tears at my heart 
over and over 


However old I get 
there is no end -- 
lightning 

through brown hair 


Blindness 

from a sandal strap 
However old I get 
there is no end 


The field’s hair is 

gold in the lamplight, 
dim shade of the air, 
varnished sun way low 


A road leads down 
through the valley, 
a gray macadam road 
that is broken, cracked 


Crickets are choiring 
persistent and loud, 
and the air is chill 
near the low roadside 


Yellow sun froth 

of hay on the bright ridge, 
I walk underneath 

a high wave of stone 


The road's path is cut 
through the hills 

north of the old town 
far into the empty land 


Stone strata on either side 
of the long highway, 

I look down both ways 
then up at the sky 


Luminous night of 
ash fields, waves 
of grass with no 
foam breakers at all 


Trees moving unseen 
in the warm wind, 
the rain is hissing 
even before it falls 


Something is coming 
through the dense night 
toward us, something is 
coming and something gone 


The morning sky 
so high and clear 
amazing blue 

so filled with light 


Bring me the day 
in handfuls now, 
I climb the rungs 
of the crowded street 


I am avid, hopeful 

pulling the world to me -- 
men who are my friends 
women who are my lovers 


Tough rind of the earth, 
my teeth cannot dent it, 

my fingers can’t claw away 
the orange’s skin 


I throw myself into 

the air, plummeting 
down from the edge 
of the sky and sun 


I tear aside leaf 

and stem and branch, 
I tear aside the green 
bright rivers and hills 


A green leaf falls 

onto my shoulder 

clings to my shirt a little 
as I brush it off 


Papery feeling green 
soft fabric filled 

with a river of sun -- 

no wonder I can’t hold it 


I walk into the shade 
where a different text 

has printed the dirt around 
and the bark itself 


The stone bench 

is cool and damp 

in the evening air, 

soon the bats will be out 


The grass is dark 

on the chill ground — 
there is sandy soil, 

small cones from the ants 


The tree’s shade is 

a cooling seal 

in the light’s wax, 

sun candle burning down 


Cat’s eyes of night 
flash with cracks 
of light in the high 
and empty room 


A star streak falls 

and the leaves’ 

black cloth is polishing 
the pavement’s window 


How windy and askew 
the world is set 
sideways between 
these impossibles 


Leaves are a broth 
stirred by the wind, 

red crimson and orange 
things it has put in 


Drink the whole sky 
from the rippled pool, 
there where the morning 
has set your name 


Leaves flake down 
in the essential world 
freezing so bright -- 
breathe it in deeply 


Sky moving along 
behind the clouds 
so still -- what draws 
your streams so fast? 


Cloud rocks are 
islands piled high 
amid the current 
windy and cold 


Give me the bright sun 
in between my hands, 
so I can dip my face 
into the deepest river 


Place this leaf 
between your lips, 

as with the cold shovel 
tongues will stick 


Wood grain of veins, 
sand ribs silted 

in the palm of streams, 
grained presentiments 


Within the leaf 

there is another leaf 
and within that one 
other streams suns lips 


Deep cold comes to me 
from the crystal night 
through hanging fir boughs 
and white tiles of snow 


Tiered ice cascades 
of stream on stream, 
chancels encrusted on 
the dark green pelt 


A tree somewhere 
far inside is trying 
to rise up through 
steep frozen waterfalls 


Morning and the sun 
opens the house’s doors -- 
night is turned out, 

I’m turned out of bed 


Special blue of 
early sky with 
eyelashes of white 
all through it 


Robbins’ eggs 

may crack, we know, 
and yet this blue 

can never break 


So many old songs 
repeated and 
repeated -- rain 
and evening light 


Cold and morning 
wind, even straw 
in a cowlick 

by the garage side 


Even gray moisture 
that makes a map 
of somewhere 

on the wall 


Bright floss drifting 
over yellow fields 
and a road 

of chalk dust 


A black roof 

in the distance 

so clearly defined 
in liquid heat 


A wire fence runs 
along the road 
and white floss 
drifts across it 


Tilled fields are 

a leopard pelt 
tractors have scarred 
and raked 


The air rings 
with the bright 
motes of such 
heavy possibility 


The insubstantial 
is driven out 

of itself to 
become the world 


When the wind is 
green in the earliest 
hour right above 
the black roof tops 


Right below the 
red light, right 
between the 
streaming branches 


Then it is time to 

take hold of the world 
and wring it in 

both your hands 


Snow comes down 
over the roofs 

of the hospital 
compound 


Over the trees, 
the grounds 
around, and I am 
in this office 


Time moving 

so slowly I can’t hear 
it and yet it is 

still moving 


Autumn leaves 
are shreds of 
the world that 
is being torn up 


Blown past in 

the wind blown 
away in the wind, 
littering behind us 


The world naked 
itself steps forward 
now — cold, wet, 
the streets shining 


Enormous sun 

in rings through 
the water the air 
the horizon’s fields 


Echoing sun 

shouting its light 
and heat through 
the canyon world 


Every point 

in the field is 
bright now in 
the burning air 


Red rust stains 

of the dawn , 

new light is kindled 

in the dark notched hills 


The golden waves 
through the fields 

are a bright crust broken 
and so burning 


I am standing 

behind the window, 

and the crowds are running 
down through the streets 


The green rain 
eats up the fish 
of the tree’s branches, 
skeletons are showing 


They are shivering 

in the wind’s fingers 
that search and search, 
touching everywhere 


In your cigarette smoke 

there are green trees opening, 
there are fields of yellow hay 
and a burning copper sun 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known restaurant in 
Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as having been a meeting place 
at one time for dissident intellectuals in the years of political struggle in 
Taiwan . During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive work, we 
had various occasions to discuss aspects of his past and current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do you locate 
yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to grasp, mentally, 
a certain object -- that is, an experience, a scene, an event -- to see it and 
feel it. Any language that seems to convey the reality of that is good, any 
language which remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of being 
obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much of our 
language obscures the nature of reality. Words in themselves are, in a 
sense, the enemy of writing. I tell students that all the time. Words most 
often merely convey the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is 
for the purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always something other 
than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct these false 
social understandings. At times its purpose is to merely reveal with a new 
freshness, a perceptual freshness, as it were. But even this itself has a 
certain basic political significance, in the sense that awakened human 
beings will act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very undeveloped culture, 
yet in other ways it is overbearing. (The US, that is.) There is, for 
example, a great deal of rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, 
and to get away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had no 
idea how I would ever get all this material published, especially if you're 
not there trying to do all the "networking" that is needed, and which I was 
absolutely terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no clue, I 
still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that you could just do it all 
by yourself, by means of the internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 


Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, if you want to 
measure it like that. I don't know how much it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that something you 
consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety of experiences. 
My first models for the artist were people such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- 
artists who could work in a very wide range of forms and even use widely 
different styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, but 
it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 

Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work published, 
going through it, touching it up here and there, proofreading, and so forth. 
After that, I think I might return to some translating work -- Holderlin 
especially, and some Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


All right, but can you say whether they are modern or classical? 


Classical. My favorite is Mung Hao-Ren, actually. 


What was the objective with these pieces? 


I suppose I wanted to use a very minimal verse form closely allied to 
simple song combined with at times extravagant metaphor or very sharply 
focused images. I was thinking of Creeley a bit but more of Jimenez, 
Quasimodo, maybe Prevert at times — I was pulled by opposite impulses. 
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